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Then she exclaimed: "Why! that must be half-way down the
street! We'd better go this way then. It comes out by the bridge
near the White Hart."
"What's that building up there?" he whispered as turning
eastward he felt several drops of rain.
"Oh, I don't know," she returned. "Some nice comfortable
house I suppose!"
They went on a little further. "What's that building?" he
whispered again.
"That?" she answered. "Let—me—see. Where have we got
to? That must be the Governor's, I think. No! I'm really not
sure!"
The sound of running water never ceased, and with the rain
the twilight seemed to be falling more thickly.
Dud kept feeling as if there were some subtle confederacy
between the flow of the water and the descent of the dark.
In the accumulative gathering of the one it seemed as if what
the Bible calls "the water below the firmament" were rising
to meet its mate, while in the accumulative sinking of the other
what the Bible calls "the water above the firmament" had begun
to precipitate itself in a vaporous diffusion of reciprocal attrac-
tion.
Dud felt as if this house his companion called "the Hang-
man's" and this other she thought was "the Governor's" were
both guarding, like two insubstantial elfland warders, the one
above and the other below, this mystic encounter of water with
water.
"Is that the prison over there?" he asked presently.
"Yes," she replied. "Over there and up there."
Certain lamps on the slope of the prison hill had already been
lit for the night, though it was still far from being really dark,
and these threw long, wavering light-paths over the ripples of the
flowing water, light-paths that moved as the man and the girl
moved, sometimes lengthening themselves and sometimes
shortening themselves as the two advanced. There was a deep
ditch on the side of the path opposite this flowing stream while
the path itself was flagged at the edge next to the brimming
water by grey flat stones which showed whitish in the faint
light.
"What a place for running water this is!" Dud murmured
to his companion. His tone was still low, still subdued to that

